the coloured sunshades on the Reserve beach. There would
not,1 reflected,, be time for a swim. I could, perhaps., have
an aperitif at one of the cafes on my way back. It was all
very annoying.

'Levez-vausl* said my escort suddenly.

The door opened and an elderly man with a pen behind
his ear, no cap, and an unbuttoned tunic beckoned us out.
The agent with me did up his collar, smoothed out his
tunic, straightened Ms cap and, gripping my arm with
unnecessary force, marched me down the passage to a
room at the end of it. He rapped smartly on the door and
opened it. Then he pushed me inside.

I felt a threadbare carpet beneath my feet. Sitting facing
me behind a table littered with papers was a spectacled,
businesslike little man. This was the Commissaire. Beside
the table, wedged in a small chair with curved arms, was
a very fat man in a tussore suit. Except for a clipped
mouse-coloured bristle on the rolls of fat round his neck,
he was bald. The skin of his face was loose and hung
down in thick folds that drew the comers of his mouth
with them. They gave the face a faintly judicial air. The
eyes were extraordinarily small and heavily lidded. Sweat
poured off Ms face and he kept passing a screwed-up
handketdaief round the inside of Ms collar. He did not
look at me.

* Josef Vadassy?*

It was the Commissaire who spoke.

Tes.'

The Commissaire nodded to the agent behind me, and
the man went out, closing the door softly behind him.

Tour identity card?'

I produced the card from my wallet and handed it over. He
drew a sheet of paper towards him and began making notes.
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